






















































Darkness and silence ruled everywhere around.  Above them
rose the primeval yews and oaks of The Chase, in which were
poised gentle roosting birds in their last nap; and about them stole
the hopping rabbits and hares.  But, might some say, where was
Tess’s guardian angel? where was the Providence of her simple
faith?  Perhaps, like that other god of whom the ironical Tishbite
spoke, he was talking, or he was pursuing, or he was in a journey,










Why it was that upon this beautiful feminine tissue, sensitive
as gossamer, and practically blank as snow as yet, there should
68 ヴィクトリア朝のプロメテウス
have been traced such a coarse pattern as it was doomed to
receive; why so often the coarse appropriates the finer thus, the
wrong man the woman, the wrong woman the man, many thou-
sand years of analytical philosophy have failed to explain to our
sense of order.  One may, indeed, admit the possibility of a retri-
bution lurking in the present catastrophe.  Doubtless some of Tess
d’Urberville’s mailed ancestors rollicking home from a fray had
dealt the same measure even more ruthlessly towards peasant girls














































“How can you dare to use such words!” she cried, turning
impetuously upon him, her eyes flashing as the latent spirit (of
























“Cross––no; ’twer not a cross.  ’Tis a thing of ill-omen, miss.
It was put up in wuld times by the malefactor who was tortured
there by nailing his hand to a post, and afterwards hung.  The
bones lie underneath.  They say he sold his soul to the devil, and


















“Well––I would rather not tell it in detail just now.  A certain
d’Urberville of the sixteenth or seventeenth century committed a
dreadful crime in his family coach; and since that time members
of the family see or hear the old coach whenever––.  But I’ll tell
you another day––it is rather gloomy.  Evidently some dim knowl-
edge of it has been brought back to your mind by the sight of this








“If you are a genuine d’Urberville I ought not to tell you either,
I suppose.  As for me, I’m a sham one, so it doesn’t matter.  It is
rather dismal.  It is that this sound of a non-exsistent coach can
only be heard by one of d’Urberville blood, and it is held to be of
ill-omen to the one who hears it.  It has to do with a murder, com-















He looked up, and perceived two life-size portraits on panels
built into the masonry.  As all visitors to the mansion are aware,
these paintings represent women of middle age, of a date some
two hundred years ago, whose linements once seen can never be
forgotten.  The long pointed features, narrow eye, and smirk of the
one, so suggestive of merciless treachery; the bill-hook nose, large
teeth, and bold eye of the other, suggesting arrogance to the point























I consider a social system based on individual spontaneity to
promise better for happiness than a curbed and uniform one under
which all temperaments are bound to shape themselves to a single
pattern of living.  To this end I would have society didvided into
groups of temperaments, with a different code of observances for
































She was embarrassed to discover that excitement at the prox-
imity of Mr Clare’s breath and eyes, which she had contemned in
her companions, was intensified in herself; and as if fearful of








So they drove on through the gloom, forming one bundle
inside the sail-cloth, the horse going as he would, and the rain dri-
ving against them.  She had consented.  She might as well have
agreed at first.  The “appetite for joy,” which pervades all cre-
ation; that tremendous force which sways humanity to its purpose,
as the tide sways the helpless weed, was not to be controlled by














































































No modern theology has developed higher & purer moral
notions than those of Aeschylus & his school, developed after-
wards by Socrates & Plato, but first attained by the genius of
Aeschylus. . . .  He shows the indelible nature of sin, & how it
recoils upon the 3rd & 4th genn.––thus anticipating one of the












But though to visit the sins of the fathers upon the children may be
a morality good enough for divinities, it is scorned by average





















































































I cannot bear my fate as writ,
I’d have my life unbe; 
Would turn my memory to a blot,
Make every relic of me rot,
My doings be as they are not, 
79鈴木　　淳












いるが(81–2)，実は，エグドン・ヒースの姿は，『帰郷』(The Return of the
Native, 1878)においては，タイタン族，つまりプロメテウスとして描かれ
ていた。
The place became full of a watchful intentness now; for when
other things sank brooding to sleep the heath appeared slowly to
awake and listen.  Every night its Titanic form seemed to await
something; but it had waited thus, unmoved, during so many cen-
turies, through the cries of so many things, that it could only be






























































最後の言葉がメモとして記されている。‘Outraged “What treatment I, a god, am endur-
ing at the hands of the gods!”’(The Literary Notes, 32)
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